The Flowering Court

women of the Fondouk are unveiled at any hour, and this gives
to them the audacity of a troupe of strolling players, of a tribe of
Gypsies. They are beyond the rules of life; and this liberty speaks
in their every movement. We see it in their limbered walk and in
their brazen attitude before the stranger; even if it is belied in
their grave expression. They are priestess or sorceress; and the
person who only comes for a few moments into their cloister will
take away with him the memory of their dignity and their wild,
untrammelled walk.

Vaki fantasy would have us ask further of their origin and see
them, in fancy, by the last flowers of the dew-dropping South.
Their turbans and coloured dresses have the Gitana and, as well,
the touch of Tartary or Persia; but it is only because Islam, from
end to end, has an affinity and the breath of its old past. For this
is Africa and the Atlantic. The white ibis flies above the court
and, if you listen, there is a clacking, as of reed or quill, which is
the stork upon her nest who makes this marsh music with the
clattering of her beak. A blue shadow of a figtree strikes upon the
wall, leafless, but with the gnarling of its branches. Aromatic
wood burns in a brazier. The scented charcoal breathes upon the
air, neither noxious nor perfumed, but peculiarly scented, of
Orient Africa, though Western as Galway, or as the stones of
Carnac. You cannot, further to the West, nor South. This is the
end of two dimensions. It is the Atlantic to one side and, on trie
other, nothingness, the sea of sand. There is nothing beyond it.
What lies there is no more the South. It belongs to another world
and is the black man's land, the naked negro Africa.

In this town of the Fondouk there are courts of honeycomb
and stalactite, the hand of Andalucia from Cordoba and Granada.
There are groves of orangetrees; the magnolia would open its
waxy flowers and exhale their scented breath, lemon throated,
creamy petalled, from among the broad and shining leaves. In
summer the whole court would breathe of jasmine. That is for
the dogdays; now, in the early year, the blue or purple bougain-
villea colours the whitewashed walls. The wistaria trellis makes a
cage or lattice of its honeyed blue fires. There will be the blue
paulownia; and the jacaranda that sheds its leaves, and is tall as a
branched chestnut tree with candles of blue flame. All these, and
many more, could flower in the Fondouk. Or we can build it, in
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